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Hills and soybean fields rolled by, mixed with the occasional pig farm. Driving through the United States was 
never fun, anyone who lived anywhere outside of a large city could tell you that. Another travel day on the 
bus and all David could do is play cards and read a few magazines. Nick was sleeping away last night's 

overindulgence, and Dave was involved deeply with his recent buy of china white and chose to hide away the 


rest of the world. 


Looking around the small bus and out at the rolling hills of Kentucky one more time, David decided to see what 
Marty was up to. He was always easy company, completely different as a room mate than Dave had been. The 
correspondence course he was taking ate up a lot of his time and he wasn't one prone to either Nick or Dave's 
excesses. Since he'd gotten clean, David found himself hanging out a lot less with a raging or nodding Dave and 


a lot more with Marty. 
While everyone else was passed out, Marty grabbed the back lounge with the VCR player and the TV. It was a 
great leap forward in touring comfort - those first few tours in the camper van had been pretty dire and let 


David really appreciate all they had gotten so far. 


"Hey," David leaned against the narrow door frame. "What's up?" The strange patter of Japanese voices came 


from the TV, Marty's study time. At least it didn't sound all dry and academic. 


Marty shook his head, those corkscrew curls uncontrollable without proper care. "Nothin," he answered after 


hitting pause on the remote. A fuzzy image of some busty school girl froze on the screen, the obviously 


pirated copy pretty worn looking. 
"Mind if | join ya? They're." He hitched a thumb at the sleeping bandmates. 


Marty stared at him, that weird unblinking thing he did. It was disturbing to say the least even if Marty was 
pretty harmless. “Sure, as long as you dont mind watching." He waived the TV remote. Japanese cartoons or 


empty farmland with the occasional hung over snore. Easy choice. 


"| don't mind, man" He had been raised on cartoons once they got a TV at the farm. How different could 
Japanese cartoons be? He doubted it would be the Hair Bear Bunch or Hong Kong Phooey but at least it was 
something to watch. Marty always was kinda weird though.. 


David sat on the bench seat/sofa like thing and rested his feet on the side seat. The square area was lined 
with cushions, enough for the whole band and some friends should Dave decide to be sociable one day. Marty 
flipped the remote again and the tape rolled, buxom girl having a conversation with some guy. As if the 
language barrier wasn't bad enough, the editing seemed jerky compared to American cartoons. His previous 


experience with Japanese cartoons had been limited to Speed Racer and that had been manageable. 


It seemed kind of boring as far as cartoons go. Maybe the fun was in the dialog? The Flintstones would be 
pretty bad without the words as well. They guy and girl were walking and talking. David watched, tuning out on 
the video as it was as droll as watching the landscape had been 


Now they were getting on a bus. Great. Marty was probably learning all sorts of words. Bus. Ticket. Fare. 
Destination. Who ever drew the girl was alright in his book. Big doe eyes and huge boobs nestled under a low 
cut shirt. Much better than Sesame Street had been for learning English. 


It was a hiccup that drew his attention to the screen again. It was the same bus, the girl packed in a crowd on 
the bus and pushed against an vertical rail. The man who she had been talking to was grabbing her ass. 
Uncertain how this was educational - maybe it taught how to get help or something - David watched 
attentively as another man reached over and grabbed a pert breast, pinching the nipple. The girl tried to push 


him away only to have other hands grab her arms and pull her back against the rail. 


With her arms held and stuck against the metal rod unable to defend herself, the crowd turned against her, 
lifting her shirt while other hands started trying to lift her skirt. 


"What the hell?" David watched, what man wouldn't, even if it was horribly wrong. The girl was putting up a 
token fight, but not really trying to escape. Her shirt and bra were finally pushed up around her collarbones 
and the screen filled with massive, hand drawn, perfectly round breasts with pointed nipples. It was erotic and 


confusing. 


For his part, Marty didn't say anything, sipping on his soda and just watching. He seemed unused to anyone 
sharing his ‘study time’, which all seemed horribly suspect in retrospect. 


The camera panned down to where the girl was valiantly holding down her navy pleated skirt while the men 


were pulling it up, flashing white panties underneath. 
"Marty?" 


No answer. David reckoned it was probably for the best, given the odd situation. There was enough weirdness 
that happened out on the road that one learned just when to shut up and go with it. 


This would appear to be one of those times. 


Eventually the businessmen got her out of her panties and were able to get fingers into her. The girl wasn't 

really trying at this point, more a porn flick than anything educational. With the shirt off and underwear gone 
the girl was pushed to her knees and a cock was shoved in her face. At least David assumed it was a cock, it 
was all blurred out. Keeping with the story the girl wouldn't open her mouth, the men pushing and working on 


her to get what they wanted. 


"Why are all the dicks censored?" Marty actually looked at him for that comment. "Her." David tried not to be 
crude, "Stuff was all out there and they then go and blur the guys?" 


Marty had turned back to the TV, avidly watching. David made a note to watch himself around Marty. "Some 


weird Japan law," he shrugged. 


Another thing about being on the road is that nothing was private. Everyone knew when you took a shit, who 
you were fucking, even down to that annoying noise you made when you flossed. Living crammed on a bus for 
months on end left no room for camouflage. It was almost a miracle that no one knew Marty was such a porn 


hound. Nick would be Marty's new best friend if he knew, and David would have had to go back to bunking with 


Dave, a not so promising prospect. 


After a few cocks had been in her mouth, the guys started jerking off over her face. It was interesting 
watching hands enter the blurry zone. There was no way that was anything but a dick, and after having seen 
everything on the girl David didn't understand the need for censoring. This video was clearly not meant for 
children. 


One guy came on her face, her eyes squeezed shut while the come puddled on her eyelids. They didn't censor 
the come, nor the others when they splattered on her face. There were some close ups of her face and then 
it faded away to a black screen with some characters on it. Credits maybe? It didn't mean anything unless you 


could read Japanese. 


Marty hit pause again. "Next one you're gonna think is weird," he warned, not quite looking at David. Slowly he 
read the text out loud, still not meaning a thing to David Marty seemed to know what it was saying, and only 
changed his pronunciation a few times. "Kontorooroo, Kontorooru," he decided, as if either way made a 


difference to David. "Watashi wa tsūjō.. senzuri.. " 


David thought this was not the best way to learn Japanese if he was still having problems with even a simple 
cartoon. Really it was only four lines of.. letters? Whatever they were there wasn't many, and for the time 


Marty had sunk into this correspondence course he should be more fluent by now. 
Marty hit play again. 


The drawing couldn't be any more different. This was a lot darker and more in line with the Speed Racer school 
of drawing. Again with the schoolgirl theme, this time she was walking along a river. The schoolgirl thing had 
better damn well be a coincidence and not the start of a pattern There was no way the police were going to 


start sniffing around if Marty was into underage girls. Not while Dave always had a stash on him. 


Again the cartoon focused a lot of her short skirt and close fitting top. David resigned himself that this would 
probably turn pornographic as well. Since there was nothing else to do he'd better stay and watch, just to 
make sure everything was above board. Watching for the best interests of the tour, of course. After enough 
figure study, she appeared to find some sort of box in the weeds at the river, and pulled it out. When she 
opened it, a monster emerged with typical Japanese flair and picked the screaming girl up from the ground. 


Marty sank lower in his seat and David only half glanced at him to make sure he was ok 


The monster wrapped its arms around her and gave her a good twirl, letting her skirt fly up all while she 
screamed daintily. Move movement from Marty prompted an annoyed look from David. Marty had his hand in 
his jeans with his legs spread. David looked away again and back at the captive girl. When the movement beside 
him turned more predictable David glanced again out of the corner of his eye. Marty was jerking off. Not like 
he hadn't seen it before, being roommates one got a different view on a person, but it wasn't late and it 


certainly wasn't dark and this was over an unspoken line. 


He was about to complain and ‘be a prude' as Dave had called it when the monster on the screen started 
removing the girl's clothes. The cartoon tentacles ripped open her shirt and bra, exposing her breasts as 


another tentacle held her skirt up, a third one ripping away her panties. 


"What the..?" David had to squint. He wasn’t sure he liked where this was going. The first one had been bad 
enough. With the girl held by the octopus-monster and Marty jacking it to his left, David's cock responded, the 


slight swelling from the previous video turning into a full blown erection. 


Tentacles, still wet and dripping from the river, pushed into the young girl. She made little sighs and moans as 
the creature prodded her, David finally giving in a sliding a hand into his jeans. Marty was already going at it, 
and it had been a few days since he had any sort of privacy. His own fingers felt good, not at all slimy like the 
thing on TV looked. The girl was into it now, no longer struggling against the arms. Clearly the monster had 
talents other than hiding in boxes. The artist had taken great details to show her perfect breasts from all 
angles as the monster moved her around. Her bits were also well drawn, detailed and realistic. Almost enough 


to forget it was a cartoon. Except for the tentacle plunging in and out on a layer of slime. 


He tried not to think about that as he worked his cock, sliding his fingers loosely over the sweaty skin before 


squeezing tight. He wanted to go fast, get off and get away from this weird shit Marty was doing, but he 
needed relief. He'd be walking funny if he didn't get off. David squeezed his head, rubbing at the spot 
underneath that made him shiver. Fuck, the monster was really drilling into her now, using all of its tentacle 
strength to pound into her. Marty grunted next to him, eyes closed and head resting against the cushion. David 
caught a quick peek; hard delicious looking cock just beside him, so different from how red Mustaine was. 
Marty's fingers worked, quickly taking care of himself. David watched Marty instead of the porn on the TV. 
Marty slipped a finger over his head, sliding the drop of fluid over his cock as he continued to jerk. David 
matched his pace, imagining Marty's hand in place of his own, nimble fingers curling around his cock and 


stroking. 


Marty pushed into his fist, hips lifting off the seat. David stroked himself faster. Marty would be an animal in 
bed. For all the times they did chicks in their double beds or in separate stalls of the showers, he knew what 
Marty could do. Such a tight little package, David could sit on him and get fucked for hours before Marty 


would give in, coming over and over again on that hard cock. 


David grunted and came in a disgustingly short time. Marty made a noise and soon followed, both done before 
the cartoon monster had finished pillaging the schoolgirl. The tape rolled on while David awkwardly wiped his 
hand and tucked himself away before making a beeline to the small bathroom and locking the door. He leaned 
against the thin door and tried to calm his hammering heart. He'd never been attracted to Marty before. It 
was Marty, for fuck's sake. And those videos were nothing short of disgusting. He missed not being able to 
blame things on being drunk 


With a deep breath, he washed his hands in the small sink, the cold water doing little to wash the feeling away. 
Had he really just thought about fucking Marty? He scrubbed harder. The bus scene had been kinda hot in a 


weird voyeuristic kind of way, but the tentacle sex he could have done without. 


Too late now, unless he wanted to bunk with Menza, and that was not gonna happen. Purposely avoiding the 
back lounge, he headed back to his seat by the window, happy with the boring nothingness of farmland. As 
much as he didn't want to, he'd have to think about what he just went through. He'd have to bunk with Marty 
tonight, so he hoped to think quick before they got to the next stop. Maybe he could tolerate bunking with 
Mustaine again. At least he fucked humans. 


